KABLOONA
He was lying, though, and it was not long before we both
saw the line of the shore. And then the scoundrel insisted that
he did not recognize this land, that he was lost! It was his
native land, I knew. What was behind this? I tried, but could
not guess, and I was not to know the answer until, a fortnight
later. Father Henry explained to me that I was myself to blame.
We went on a bit.
^Vhere now?' I asked.
He pointed successively in several directions. Was he
suddenly snowblind? Was he refusing to see? Finally he
recognized a promontory and soon we were down in what
seemed to be a river bed. This land is so flat that you
pass from sea to earth without knowing it. You have to
scrape the ground with your boot in order to tell which
it is.
Night fell. The heavy sled sank and stuck in the snow. The
going was bad. We were in snow up to our knees and the dogs
were hanging back. I knew that the parents of Algunerk's wife
were in an igloo somewhere along this river, and I took it that
we were bound for that igloo. But when, night beginning to
fall, I said, 'Are we almost there?3 the answer was: 'Oh, no. It
is a long way off. Do you want to build an igloo?5 Once again
the rascal had waited for night to fall before asking that ques-
tion with his innocent air — as if he had not been told again and
again that the thing I detested most in the world was these hap-
hazard igloos put up in the dark of night when shovelfuls of
snow were flung on at random and failed to fill the chinks be-
tv/een the blocks. Six days had gone* by; it was bitter cold, and
where were we?
That night Algunerk let the cat out of the bag. He did not
intend to take me to Pelly Bay. Instead, his father-in-law
would go with ine. His throat was sore.
The truth was, he had never intended to go as far as Pelly
Bay; but of course if he had admitted as much at the Post,
he would not have had his two foxes.
•Very well,' said I. 'But I traded to go to Pelly Bay. I want
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